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s of Arirona His fmther
lus=o o broncho or &

11 yours cld he mnade his
where T"ucle Charles,
1yed, Of course, Jim
im. for he was proud
‘ing it. and wanted t0
hat & cowboy could do.
yvs and girls wers much
ng Jim ‘una posts and

ast,

[=tevestsd In watcht

feoce plcketa, but they soom Hr od of it, and
gven Jim (dsclded 1t was not the right sort
pt aport for cities

Put ons dny ths butcher asiked Jim to

ride ona of his horees Into the oountry, to
s pesiure that had heem engreed, and Jim
usu'tx convented, He had been lovging
for a horseliack rife, end mals it sesm
Mis old times be took his lasso with him,
Ha rode through the stresis demurely
emotgh, but on reaching the open country
roads his spirita broke forth Into wild jubl-
istion, and urging the butcher’s borse to
£ull gullop, he daahed awny In true cowboy

Eashicm

Then e wasted still more Ifbarty, and
feiting down the DLars that led Into & blg
iing over the mealow and
throwing his ls=so at Ilmaginary cattls,
wrhfle he velied and whooped to his beart's
eontent

Fuddenty, en making a long cast with his
fasso, the loop caugbt Tpon something and
-Mmmr»-mmmmmm
while the rope drew taut and nearly pulled
Plm from hia horse

This octad More thean that it
was won'oful; for the fald seemad bare
®f even a stiump. Jinr's eyes grew big with
mmamesent, but he Jmew be had caught
pomathing when & voloe cried outt

“Iiere, lot go! Lot go, I say! Can't you
moo what you've done™

No, Jim ecouldn't see, nor did he intend
£o let go untll hs found out what was hold-
ing the h:mdwsmhhemﬂdm
an old trick his fother had taught him, and,
potting the butcher’s hoyee to a run, be-
gun riding in & cirols eround the £pot where
his lasso hhd czught

A3 he thus drew nearer and neaver his
gmrrrhsur.wmorcrpoouummlt
Ioeked to bas ocolllng over nothing bug alr,
One and of the lasso was mads fast to &
ring in the saddle, and when the rope wWas
mlmort wound up and the horse began to
puli away and snort with fesr, Jim dis-
mountsd. Holding the refns of the bridls
tn one hand, be followed the rops, and an
Instant later maw nn old man eaught fast
in the colls of the lasso.

His head wns bald and wncoversd, but
long, white whiskers grew down to hia
waizt, About his body was thrown a loose
poba of fine white lnen. In oos hand he
Dore & greut scythe, end beneath tha ether
arm be onrried an hounglass,

Vhie Jim guzed wonderingly uwpoa him
Eais venerable o man spole in an angry

*Now, hen, get ™hat yope of as Tast as

_I_J'"".'III‘I' T
[0 i i i 2 M A e e ¥ Ly

yea can! TYou've brought everything nn'
earthi to a standstill by your foollshness!

Well, what are you ataring at? Don't you

Eknow who I am?"

“WNo,” sald Jim, stupidly.

*Well, I'm Time—Father Timel Now,,
make haste and set me free, Uf you want |
the world to run properly.” {

~“How did I happen to catch you?”’ maked |
Jim, without making & move to relense his
captive.

“T don't know. I've never besan cgught
before,” growled Father Time, *“But I sup-
posa it was becauss you wers foollshly
throwing your las=o at npothing.*

“1 4idn’t s you,” sald Jim.

*0f eourse, you didn't. I'm invisibls to
the eyes of human beings unless they geot
within three foet of ma, and I take cate
keep mors than that distance nway from
them. That's why I was crossing this fleld,
whars I supposed no one would ba. And !
ehould have been perfectly safe had it not
been for your besastly lasso. Now, then,'"
he addsd, crosaly, “are you golng to gEe!
that rops off ™ L] \

“Why should IT™ asked Jim. i

“Because everything in the world stopped
moving the moment you caught me. I don't
Eupposs you want to make an end of all
business and pleasure, and war and love,
and misery and ambition, and everything
else, do you? Not a watch has ticked since
you tied me up here llke 2 mummy!l”™

Jim laughed. It really was funny to sse
the old man wound round and round with |
ooils of rope from his knees up to his chin. |

“It'll do you good to rest,™ sald the boy. |
*From all I've heard you lsad a mather
busy lUfe.>

“Indeed I do,” replled Mather Time, with
a slgh “I'm due In Eamschatka this very
minute. And to think one small boy s up-
sotting all my regular hablita!™

*Too bad!"” sald Jim, with a grin. “But
wnos the world has stopped anyhovwy, it
won't matier If it takes a little lcmger
receass. As soon as I let you go Tima will
By agaln. Whero are your wings?"

“I haven't any,” answered the old man.

“That !s a story cooked up by some one -

who never saw me. As a matter of faot I
move rather siowly.”

*1 see you telks your time,” remarked the
boy. *“What do you use that saythe forl”

*“To mow down the pesople,” sald the an-
clsut one. “Every time I swing my scyths
some one dles™

“Then I ought to win a lfe-saving medal
by keeping you tied up,’ sald Jim. “Some
folks will live this much longer.”

“But they won't know It,'" sald Father
Time, with a sad smile; “so it will do them
no good. You may as well untie me at
onca."”

"No,” said Jim, with a dstermined alin
“I may never capturs you again; so I'll
bhold you for awhile and see how the world
wags without you.*

Then he swung the old man, bound as he
was, upon the back of the butcher's horse,
and, getting into the saddle himself, started
back toward town, one hand holding his
prisoner and the other gulding the reins.

When ha reached the road his eye fell on
& strange tableaun A horse and buggy
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ry Tales Series by L. Frank Baum, the Author of “Father Goose.”

“I'M TIME—FATHER—TIME!

stood In the middie of tha rond, the horss in
the act of trotting, with his hend held high
and two legs In the air, hut perfectly mo-
tionless. In the buggy & man and A woman
wore seated; but had they been turnesd into
stone they could not have been more still
and stier,

“There's no Time for them!"” sighed the
old man. *“Won't you l&t me go now?"'

“Not yet,” replied the boy.

He rode on untll he reached the city,
whera gll the peopls stood In exactly the
game positions they wers In when Jim las- |
moed Father Time. Stopping in front of &
big d4ry goods store, the boy hitched his
horss and went in. Ths clerks wers meas-
uring out goods and showing patterns to
the rows of customers in front of them,
but everyons seemed suddenly to have be-
come o status,

Thers was something very unpleasant o

this scens, and a& cold shiver began to
run up and down Jim’s back: so he hurried

"out agaln.

On the edges of the midewalk sat a poor,
erippled beggar, holding out his hat, and
beside him stood a prosperous-looking gen~
tleman who was about to drop a penny
into the beggar's hat, Jim knew this gen-
tlemon to be very rich, but rather stingy.
so he ventured to run his hand into ths
man's pocket and take out his purse, in
which was a $20 gold Plece. Thig glittering
coln he put in the gentieman's fingers in-
stend of ths penny, andl then restored the
purse to the rich man's pocket.

“That dopation will surprise him when
he comes to life,’* thought the boy.

Hs motnted the horse sgain and rode up
the stroet. As he passed the ahop of his
friend. the butcher, he mnotioed ssvelal
pleces of meat hanging outside I

' the old man; “and you haven't enough

' his uncle’'s house, where he agaln dis-

~1'mm afrald that meatTl spoll,” Be re-
marked.

“It takes Time to spofl meat,” answered
ths old man.

This struck Jim as being queer, but true.

*It seems Time meddles with everything,”
sald he.

“Yes; you've made a prisoner of the most
{mportant personage in the world,” groansd

sense to lot him go again.”
Jim did not reply, and soon they came to

mounted. The street was fllled with teams
and people, but all were motioniess. Hi»
two little cousins wers just coming out the
gats on their way to sohool, with their
books and slates underneath their arms;
#0 Jim had to jump over tha fence to avoid
knocking them down.

In the front room sat his aunt, reading
her Bible. Bhe wasz just turning a page
when Time stopped. In the dining-room
was his uncle, finishing his luncheson. His
mouth was open and his fork polsed just
before it, while his eyes were fixed upon
the newwpaper folded beside him Jim
helped himsslf to his uncle’s ple, and while
he ate It he walked out to his prisoner.

“There’'s one thing I don't understand,”
sald he.

““What's that?' asked Father Time.

"Why is it that I'm able to move around
whils every one elss 1s—is—froze up?”

“That {s becauss I'm your prisoner,”” an-
swered the other. “You can do anything you
wish-with Time now. But unless you are
eareful you'll 4o something you will be
sorry for."”

Jim threw the crust of his ple &t & bird
that was suspended in the alr, where it had
been flying when Time atopped.

“Anyway,” ha laughed, *I'm living longer
than any ons else. No one will ever be able
to catch up with me agalin.'”

*Hach life has its allotted span,” said the

old man. “When you have lived your prop-
er tims my sreythe will mow you down.'

*T forgot your scythe,” sald Jim, thought-
fully.

Then a splirit of mischlef came Into the
boy’'s head, for ha happened to think that
the present opportunity to have fun would
pever occur again. He tled Father Tima 1o
his uncle's hitching post, that he might not
escape, ond then crossed the road to the
cornel grocers.

The grocer had scolded Jim that very
morning for stepplug into a basket of tur-
nips by smecldent. 8o the boy went to ths
back end of the grocery and turned on the
faucet of the molasses barrel

“That'll make a nice mess when Tima
starts the molasses running all over the
fioor,"” sald Jim, with a lnugh.

A lttle further down the street wns a
barber shop, and eltting in the barber's
chalr Jim saw tha man that all the boys
declared was the “‘meanest man In town.™
He certalnly did not like the boys, and the
boys knew It The barber was in the act
of shampooing this person when Time was
captured. Jim ran to the drug store, and,
getting a bottle of mucilage, he returned
and poured it over the ruffled hair of the
unpopular cltizen.

“That'll probably surprise him when he
wakes up,” thought Jim.

Near by was tha schoolhouss, Jim entered
it and found that only a few of the puplls
wers assembled. But tha teacher sat at
his desk, stern and frowning, as usual.

Taking a plece of chalk, Jim marked upon
the hlackboard in blg letters thes following
words:

“Every scholar is requested to yell
the minvte he enters this rooom
He will also please throw hls books
at tha teacher's head.

(Blgned) "PI!OF‘ES&OR SHARYE.™

“That ought to raise a nics rumpus'
murmured the mischiefmaker &s he walked
away.

On the corner stood Pollceman Mulligan,
talking with old Miss Scrapple, the worst
gossip In town, who always delighted In
saylng something disagreeabls about her
nelghbors, Jim thopght this opportunity
was too good to lose. So hs took off the
policeman’s cap and brass-buttonsd coat
and put them on DMies Scrappls, while the
Iady’'s feathered and ribboned hat ha placed
fjauntily upon the policeman's head.

The effeot was so comical that the boy
laughed aloud, end as a good many peopls
were standing near the corner Jim declded
that Miss Scrapple and Officer Mulligan
would ereate a gensation when Time start-
ed upon his travels,

Then the young cowhboy remembered his
prisoner, and, walking back to the hitch-
ing post, ha came within three feet of It
and saw Father Time still standing pa-
tiently within ths tolls of the lasso. He
looked angry and annoyed, however, and
growled out:

‘“Well, when do you infend to relesse
me?’

“I'va been thinking about that ugly
scythe of yours,’” pald Jim.

“What ebout {t?'" asked Father Time

*Perhaps If 1 let you go you'll swing it

MOST WONDERFUL STORY
OF JIM AND HIS LASSO.
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at me the first thing, to be revenged,” ree
plied the boy.

Father Time gava him a severs loak, but
sald:

“I've known boys for thousands of years,
and, of course, I know they're mischievous
and reckless. But I llke boys, becauss they
Erow up to bs men and peopla my world.
Now, If a man had caught me by accident,
as you did, I could have scared him into
letting me go Instantly; but boya ars hard-
er to scare. I don't know ns I blams you
I was & hoy myself long ago, when the
worldl was new. But surely you've had
enough fun with me by this time, and now
I hope you'll show the respect that is due
to old age. l.et me go, and In return I
will pramise to forget all about my capture,
The incllent won't do much harm, snyway,
for no one will aver know that Time has
halted the last three hours or so.™

“All right,” sald Jim, cheerfully; “uinos
you've promised not to mow me down, Pl
let 7ou go.'* But hs had s notion some pes=
ple in ths town would suspect Time
stopped when they returned to lifa

He carefully unwound the rope from the
o0ld man, who, when he was free, at oBoe
shouldered his gcythe, rearranged his white
robe and nodded farewell

The next moment he had dissppesred,
nnd, with a rusile and rumble and roar of
aetivity, the world came to life again end
Joggped along as (¢ always had before.

Jim wound up his lasso, mounted the
butcher's horse and rode slowly down fhe
strect.

Loud acreams came from the coroer,
where n great crowd of people quickly as-
sembled, From his seat on the horse Jim
eaw Miss Scrapple, attired in the polloe-
man's uniform, angrily shaking her fists in
AMulligan's facs, while the officer was furi-
ously stamping upon the lady’s hat, whioh
he had torn from hls own head amidst the
jecrs of the crowd.

As ha rode past the schoolhouse he heard
n tremendous chorus of yells, and knew
Profeseor Sharpe was having a hard time
to queil the riot caused by the sign on the
blackboard. =

Through the window of the barber shop
tha “mean man"” was frantically belabor-
ing the barber with s halr brush, while his
ha!r stood up stiff as bayonets in all diree-
tlons. And the grocer ran out of his door
and yelled “Flire!” while his shoes left &
track of molasses wherever he stepped

Jim's heart was fliled with joy. He was
fairly revellng In the excitement he had
caused, when some one caught his leg
pulled him from the Lorse.

“What're doin® here, yeo rascal?™ erled
the butcher, angrily; dldn’t ye promise to
put that beast inter Plympton's pasture? An'
now 1 find ya ridin’ the poor nag around lke
a gentleman o' lalsure!™

“That's a fact,” sald Jim, with surprise;
“I clean forgot about the horsel™

- - - -

This story should teach us the supreme
importance of timegand the folly of trying
to stop it. For should you succeed, as a-
did, In bringing time to a standstill, the
world would soon becoms a dreary pinoe

and 1L docldﬂ.lly unpleasan
Cmﬂ‘l‘h by George M. 'km Compeay.
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— "Iwas Buster heard the butcher say
'He was out of automopig,
yntemplated getting some,

'Did tHis cruel old butcher big:

> “I’can’t afford to be without’ :
'Pigs’ feet,” said he,
But'y hen they all took after him,

You should have seen,that batcher go

s

e

‘Fresh Automo.”




